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—the Ball family has been

“in tobacco
. ..
James M. Ball, a tobacco
auctioneer for 24 years, says:

“Luckies buy the finest ‘center leaves. So I’ve smoked
them

since

1917.’’

Most

other independent tobacco
experts also smoke Luckies.

Because ITS TOASTED”
=
Copynght 1938, ‘The Amencan 10

aveyoutrieda Luckylately
?
Tobacco crops in recent years have
been outstanding in quality. New
methods, sponsored by the United

dent tobacco experts like J. M. Ball
point out, Lucky Strike has been buying the cream of these finer crops. And

States Government and the States,

so Luckies are better than ever. Have

have helped the farmer grow finer

you tried a Lucky lately? Try them

cigarette tobacco. Now, as indepen-

for a week. Then you’ll know why...
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Reform Of The Terror
@ By Jim Martin

TP

west-bound freight was lying over at Dos
Reals for water and as the long line of
empty cars came to a dead stop, a passing
prairie dog would have seen a strange apparition crawling off the rods.
Had the prairie dog been curious, it would
have further noticed that it was indeed a sadly
bedraggled figure that emerged from a cramped

position under the car on the tail end of the
train, and that this dejected appearance grew
more intense as its owner took stock of his surroundings. These consisted entirely of broken
stretches of Arizona badlands, with the terrain twisted into fantastic crags and rocky,
barren gorges by some age-old convulsion of
the molten earth. This uninviting vista began
where the well-kept ballast of the road bed
ended, and the corners of McCloskey’s slit-like
mouth took a downward course, as he contemplated the sight, while shading his close-set
eyes from the merciless glare of ‘the mid-day

sun. He had already begun to form the opinion
that his present surroundings were eminently

less desirable than the worst sections of
Chicago’s west side, his late stamping grounds.

of nitro. The copper, coming up sneaky like
that had kinda rattled the Terror, which was
too bad, since they had to send.a replacement
for that territory next morning. The -other

flattie had taken on a permanent disinterestedness regarding the activities of cracksmen, induced by the .45 slug which the Terror had

placed judicially. “Pretty good shootin’, too,
considerin’ the bum light,’ was McCloskey’s
callous obituary.
Well, he had thought it wise to hit for the
sticks until the hue-and-cry died down.
“Now to get the double-O on this lay-out,”
McCloskey muttered, as he turned toward the

town’s single street, first carefully examining
a blue-nosed automatic which he drew from
his hip pocket.
When the short, dapper little man with the
travel-stained garments shouldered aside the
swinging doors of the Silver Dollar saloon late
in the afternoon and swaggered importantly
up to the mahogany to demand some of. the

fiery refreshment dispensed there by a red-

McCloskey, the erstwhile ‘‘Gashouse Terror,”
leaned on the side of the car and mentally
reflected on the events responsible for his
presence in this God-forsaken hole. Only a week

faced bartender, the habitues of that establishment were only slightly interested. When it
appeared evident that the newcomer would not
“set ’em up,” they ignored him completely and
returned their attention to the poker game in
progress among a group of what McCloskey
contemptuously mentally catalogued as “cownurses.” Without a word to anyone, he took his

before a prowling copper had surprised him as
he prepared to blow a bank vault with a charge |

bottle and approached a table in a far corner
of the room.
a

“Geeminey cripes! What a joint!’ he observed scathingly, aloud.
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After having quit the freight, and as he wan-

The sheriff had approached within ten feet

dered down the dusty street of the little border

of the fugitive, when sudden McCloskey looked

hamlet, McCloskey had been unaware of the
close scrutiny with which he was being favored
by a tall, sombreroed individual standing in the
door-way of a building opposite the Silver
Dollar. Indeed, the little gunman had been
under the suspicious surveillance of Sheriff

up; the first object to draw his startled gaze
was the battered, nickel-plated star which Patterson wore on his lapel. McCloskey’s jaw
sagged, then his teeth clicked together and a
desperate, hunted look flashed momentarily
into his ferret-like eyes. One instant he was
panic-stricken, utterly numb with fear, the next
he was coldly poker-faced, awaiting the
sheriff’s next move.

Bert Patterson ever since arriving in Dos Reals.

Just as the Terror entered the saloon, the
officer’s perplexed frown vanished and a determined glint came into his gray eyes. He

withdrew into the building long enough to
take a pistol from a desk drawer. Shoving it
into the waistband of his trousers, out of sight

under his coat, he then strode down the street

Stepping

close

and

resting his fingertips

lightly on the tabletop, Patterson spoke in a
husky drawl: “I want you.”

and entered the telegraph office at the railway
station. He composed a long message, handed

The Terror’s right hand dived for his hip

it to the operator and impatiently awaited a

pocket and came out spitting lead—once, twice
—and then one answering shot. McCloskey’s

reply.

first bullet shattered the big oil lamp which
Two hours later the sheriff was entering the
Silver Dollar, himself. Patterson seldom visited

hung from the Silver Dollar’s smoke obscured
ceiling. His second plowed harmlessly into the

the saloon and then only in the discharge of

surface of the table. Then the Gashouse Terror

official business. The bar room had become

rose with such violence that his chair was

strangely quiet. The squeaky piano had died
out in the midst of a hot number. Conversation
ceased. Sheriff Patterson stood just inside the
door, sweeping the room with narrowed eyes,
both thumbs hooked in his belt. Still seated at
his table, with a half-empty bottle before him
and absorbed in a game of solitaire with a pack

“Waal,” murmured Patterson, blowing the
smoke from the barrel of his six-shooter as the
excited patrons of the Silver Dollar crowded
about, “looks like this here Terror has plumb

of greasy pasteboards, was the Terror.

reformed.”

knocked over; he screamed horribly once and
pitched forward. The top of his head was gone.

TO A FRIEND
Acquaintances are many
True friends are very rare;
Among all my friends I’ve found none

With whom you may compare.
You’re just a gift from Heaven,

An angel in disguise,
But you didn’t fool me very long,
I knew it from your eyes.

You’ve done so much to help me
That I hardly can express

To you my dearest, truest, friend,
My feelings of thankfulness.
But of this much I assure you
As the days go fleeting by,
Someone will always be thinking

Of an angel in disguise.
—CHARLES McGRATH.
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A Surgeon Wrote A Book
@ By Alma C. Braun

Though this article properly belongs in
the book review department, we give it
more prominence, because it is a poignantly interpretative study of a man,
by a writer, who, if not enamored of her
subject, is certainly inordinately fond of
his profession!

who is as much a part of him as is his own

sickened mind. When he finds aid in the person of two nurses, he discovers that only an

immediate operation will save the ebbing life of
the nineteen-year-old Serge. Without doctor,

anaesthetic, or disinfectant, Sava performs a
dangerous operation and saves his friend’s life.
More amazing is the fact that no blood is shed

OW

rex

the Great War broke out, I was

the third son of a wealthy and respected family, destined for an envied naval
career.” ... With these words, George Sava

began his book, a most poignant and graphic
recital of the dramatic life of a one-time aristocrat, and first lieutenant in the White Russian
Army. Sava’s father claimed direct descent
from Tamerlane. His career as an officer ended
with the beginning of another, for his last
battle on the field of sword and shell laid the
corner-stone of a different battlefield—that of

during the entire operation. One life does Sava
save with a blade hot from the flame of disinfecting fire. He does not think then of the

lives he had wiped out with the same blade,
red with the blood of the enemy.
“From that moment, I understood the men-

tality of great heroes and puissant princes who
had suddenly become monks or even humbler
helpers of the poor and suffering. I resolved

to become the modern helper of the poor and
the suffering: a surgeon!”’

the “‘healing knife.”
Yes,

it sounds

dramatic.

The

subsequent

When a surgeon writes a book, he usually has

life of Sava, however, belies any suspicion of

something about which to write. In each making

fiction that tempts the reader to skepticism at

of a medical career, the facts of struggle and

the outset of the surgeon’s autobiography.

amazing experiences crowd out all pretense of
friction. In the most ordinary instances, when
study and success ride the path of comparative
ease, there are tales to tell, stories to relate, and
memories to treasure. When a Sava begins a
career, the tales, the stories, and the memories
are such that even the most uninterested becomes awakened to the true meaning behind

Follow him through the terrifying days of
escape from his fatherland. Grovel with him in

an Italian prison

in

Constantinople.

Brush

crats of a Russia, once theirs, but now the hell-

away, as did Sava, the temptation of wealth
and rank in the sumptuous dwellings of Ali
Bey as a member of a secret society of one of
the most powerful men in the same city.
Strive with Sava in Sofia, or perhaps you would
prefer, as did he, the despised drudgery of a
stoker’s job at the University. Learn your
anatomy, medical students, in the basement
mortuary and dissecting room, while the rest
of the world sleeps. Cautiously. watch at demonstrations as an unknown quantity in a far-off
corner, tediously dissect and replace organs.
Learn there the value of touch in anatomical
studies; feverishly hope that some day... and

hole of a treacherous, greedy Communism. And

then find yourself discovered and accused.

each “healing knife.” Listen to the story of
George Sava.
He is a young man of seventeen, standing

momentarily on a battlefield. Before him is a
cloud of smoke, around him the mixed horror

of the din of cannon and shrapnel, and the
moans of dying and wounded men. Lost is the
glamor of the White Russian Army, the aristo-

at the officer’s feet lies his best friend, a bullet
in his chest. For one moment, he stands—then

the realization of the necessity of immediate
action! Struggling to half carry, half drag his
friend to a place of safety, the man in the uniform cares for nothing else save the life of one

From stoker to demonstrator, and then again
to starvation! As stowaway and tramp to Paris!
Kindness met, friends made, and thence to a

job as “‘commes” at a hotel in the Rue de
Vincennes!
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Why write further? Anyone with a bit of
imagination can well realize what a life of

wandering and painful expectation was the lot
of this “fallen aristocrat.”” What has been written just above is one part of an immense circle

of misfortune after misfortune, followed by a
period of success and peace, only to be completely veiled again by lack of financial support. We hear of students “working their way
through college.” What puny spirits are theirs

too long not to let the rest of mankind know of
its weight. Long has he labored to reach his
goal. Even then the sadness of the intimate
experiences of his personal life lay on him like

a blanket of late snow in early spring, beautiful to gaze upon, but inclined to become a
sodden mass with broken twigs and fallen

leaves, its purpose only to hide a while longer,
the arrival of a fresher life, a new existence,
a better season of production.

when compared with that of Sava. In his mind,
as in the minds of all true students, was an
ideal, a goal to be reached. He was jealous
even of himself while in his strivings. His future

lay before him as the side of a hill not to be
seen until the top is reached. With each step
of the mounting, he found fewer crevices for

support, and many stumbling-blocks. The true

“I was overwhelmed by life again; I fled
from that humanity I had so worked to help,
and descended into greater depths of despair
than I had thought it possible for a human
being to endure. From this last cleansing fire,

I arose a man.”

man that he was saw no defeat. His stumbling-

blocks did become stepping-stones. He did reach

Far had he traveled: from Russia to the

Continent, and thence to England, where he is

the top.
George Sava is not his real name. The surgeon who wrote “The Healing Knife” is real,
however. He carried his life on his shoulders

now a successful surgeon, again a man with a
title, a flag to bear, a sword to brandish.
A surgeon wrote a book. A man lived it.

World’s Fair - Model 1939
®@ By Simon Nathan
Wherein our latest protege presents a
novel epitome of the propaganda, honeyed
phrases, and super sales-talk calculated
to lure you and you and you to Manhattan during the coming spring and
summer.

Pcentcrry, that’s what World’s Fairs are
made from! Using such means as newsreels, department store exhibits, Howard

Hughes, pamphlets in railroad stations, savings plans in bank, jokes by popular radio

Strangely enough, no official estimate has been
made of the possible amount of mustard and
chili sauce to be consumed.

If you should happen to go to the Fair by
auto you'll be one of 4,770,000; by rail you'll
be one of 7,860,000; by bus you’ll be one of
1,860,000, or by ’phone you’ll be one of

120,000. (Don’t these facts and figures thrill
you somethin’ awful?) If you should walk,
look me up and we’ll thumb-it together!
There’ll be one hundred buses, each seating

comedians, miles of newspaper columns, yards

fifty-six tired and weary passengers, to cover

of space in picture magazines, the public has
GREATEST thing in the whole world will occur
between May and November of 1939. Local

ten miles of road within the Fair grounds! Now,
isn’t that spectacular? Other publicity advances
inform us, the bewildered, that ‘‘Coffee lovers
will be able to obtain the beverage at a coffee

newspapers have been flooded with such vital

bar,” to keep awake, no doubt.

been made conscious of the fact that the

information as “Thirty million frankfurters and
hamburgers will be eaten next year at the New
York World’s Fair 1939 at the seventy to
eighty stands to be erected in the Fair grounds.”
Page six

You’ll pay from fifteen cents to a quarter for
“the thrill of your life.’”’ Probably a double
loop-de-loop, over the rapids merry-go-round,

rollar coaster! After you’ve tried everything
(much to the glee of the palm-rubbing officials) you will start for home, only to discover
that the fastest ride of the century which operates with the speed of a rocket ship is the subway, costing only five cents. In one of the
scientific exhibits they will have a display that
is capable of generating ten million volts of

When you declare “Ain’t it beeyoo-tiful’”
you'll be gazing at 4,330,000 pounds of steel
and 200 tons of paint. Will these wonders ever
cease? The answer is the same as to the ques-

daily for three years. Specifically, this is four
eggs per capita for each of a three-year period

of-town visitors not to buy the Brooklyn bridge,

manent waves to every woman in the United

have been announced at present.

electricity, or enough to operate all of the
electric egg poachers in the United States,

minus no poached eggs on Navy Day or Columbus Day. It would be possible to use this same
amount of electricity in giving 4,387,291 per-

tion “Was it red?” Here’s an old bromide

readapted. “The amount of electricity to be
used by the World’s Fair during its operation

will be equal to that required by a city of
350,000 population,” or more than Dayton and
Miamisburg combined. Fair officials warn outGrant’s Tomb, Grand Central station, or Central Park. Speaking of the Brooklyn bridge, it
has been announced that Steve Brodie will make
six jumps daily ... no definite time schedules

From various Sports departments comes the

States twice a week for two years.

From the official World’s Fair Press Release
comes this startling information: “A gigantic

a
reproduction of a cash register mounted on
utall building is to record and display contin
at
ously in large figures the daily attendance

the New York World’s Fair of 1939.” We have
telegraphed our query to Mr. Whalen asking if
each person, as he enters, must approach this

great register and hop up and down on a par-

ticular number . . . novel isn’t it? Instead of

pulling ricka-shaws, this year the college grid

stars will be giving football lessons during
September and October; special feature for two
months only!

suggestion that there is a “reason” why the
Yankees have won three consecutive World’s

Series. There is rumor that “‘it’s all a publicity
stunt!’ Perhaps you’ll travel a thousand miles
for this kind of a thrill. What do you do? You
get in the Blind Flying apparatus and sit there
in the dark, holding a broom stick which when

twisted a certain way shoots dust into your

mouth and nose. —
If this article seems absolutely ridiculous, we
wouldn’t want you to go away dissatisfied. It

is acting upon this assumption that we quote

somebody who says “Why have the World’s

Fair in New York when New York already is
a World’s Fair?”

NEW YEAR
All behind and naught before

Save black, portentous space.
A year begins, and one has fled
An awful, breathless race.

My faith has taught me what to say
Of time; has told its worth:
That time is worth as much as God!

And yet belongs to earth.
That minutes are the steps of stairs,

(That mount at last to God),

The fires that prove the mettled soul,

While flesh returns to sod.
Ah, Time, thou art my means
To give me Truth and Light.

And Thou, my God, that very goal.

Then hourly give Thy might.

—CLARENCE WILKINS.
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In Which A Sore Throat Becomes A Weekend
® By Ervine Kern
We won’t blame you, if, after reading
this unexpurgated first offering, you
should think the writer quite hopelessly
mad. We always thought so. But that,

like the sore throat, is just a matter of
conjecture.

A: I remember it—it all happened in a flash.
I awoke one morning with a slightly
parched throat and three days later there I

was in the hospital. From parched throat to
hospital in three easy days is not so easy as
certain doctors would have you believe. The
intervening seventy-two hours cost me a headache, chills, fevers, eight different kinds of

mouth

washes

amounting to

dollars.

and
the

numerous

sum

total

doctor

bills

of sixty-seven

The sore throat above mentioned occurred
one Sunday morning on as balmy a spring day
as anybody ever saw. I awoke at the usual hour

and wended my way down to the breakfast
table. All went well until I found that I couldn’t
swallow my Kwispy Krunchy’s. “My God!” I

screamed, “I’m choking to death!” At this
point, the wife told me not to teach the kiddies
bad habits so I promptly tried to forget the

incident—after I had sneaked to the bathroom
to spray my throat.

Later I took the son for his usual] Sunday
romp. After I had romped for ten or fifteen
minutes Junior said, ‘“You’re not quite yourself
this morning, are you Dad?” “Yes,” I said, “I

feel”—and with that I thought of the battle I

had had with my cereal at breakfast, so I said
—‘“Terrible! Simply terrible!”
Speedily we hastened to a nearby drug store
and I said to the clerk, “I want to buy a bottle

of mouth wash.” “Blue or pink?” he queried.
He smiled and I could tell he thought this was

some kind of joke. By this time I was definitely
beginning to get what I learned later should be
described as a minor throat irritation. However, it hurt like hell and I didn’t want to do

any more talking than was necessary. “Listen,

Bud,” I said, ‘“‘you are a cute kid and all that

but let’s you just give me a bottle of mouth
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wash and I’ll pay for it and then we’ll forget
about the whole thing.” “Sir,” he said, “it isn’t
as easy as all that. I’ll have you know that we
have fifty-seven different kinds of mouth wash
and all for a specific purpose. But if I were

you,” he continued, “I’d use salt and soda and
it won’t cost you a cent.”
At this point, I grabbed up the son who had
been idly juggling perfume bottles and hurried
to the next drug store. By this time I was

actually having pain somewhere between the

tongue and esophagus so I determined that I
wasn’t going to waste any words with the next
clerk. I made my way to the counter and there
I shouted, “I want a mouth wash!” “What do

you think you have, if anything?” he asked.
“Typhoid,” I said in a muffled tone. “No,” he
said, in a tone more muffled than mine. ven.
I whispered, “Typhoid.”
So with his hankerchief carefully concealing

his mouth and nose, he went to fetch the gargle.
When the package was wrapped, he handed it

to me and said, “$10.06!” It seemed a direct
insult to my natural intelligence to ask this

sum for a few stinking bottles of mouth wash
but I paid it and hurried home, being too weak
to put up a fight.
:
I called the doctor before going to bed
and

about an hour later, over he came. He said,
“Hello, what’s wrong?” and I said “My throat,”

and then we both said together, “Ope
n wide

and say Ah!” So for a few minutes he said

nothing and then he said, “Tsk, Tsk,”
and

finally, he said “I’ll be back tomorrow. In the
meantime, gargle with these.” So he put two
more bottles of mouth wash on the night-tabl
e
and left.
Well, sure enough, the sun rose the next day

and just as I was wondering whether I
ought

to go to work and die of a sore throat or stay

at home and let the wife and child
starve
slowly to death with me, in came the docto
r.

As a matter of fact, in came two other docto
rs

and I couldn’t figure out whether they were
just onlookers, friends of the doctor, or
what.
But in a few minutes I was destined to find out

for they all looked at my throat and I knew
their calling in life was to prey upon the sick
and helpless. “How do you feel,’”’ one asked.
“Awful,” I said, “I’m choking to death.” “No,

you’re not,” he replied, “‘your throat isn’t even
red.” “It is too,” I insisted, “I can hardly
breathe, let alone argue. If you can’t find something wrong with me,” I continued, “‘T’ll go to
a doctor who can.” So they went into what is
commonly referred to as a huddle and came

out with the verdict that I was to be taken to
the hospital the following day. “I’m not going,”’
I said. And so at seven-thirty the next morning,
the ambulance came and I went. By this time I
had practically no voice and my strength was

striped dresses and no caps and white dresses
with white caps). Also there were a few dozen
assorted scrubwomen. Even this wouldn’t have
been so bad if they all hadn’t had something

special they wanted me to do. Most of them
wanted me to gargle, a few were just curious

and one interne told me frankly that he just
happened into my room by mistake. Also a
barrage of tests were taken.
Two days later there I lay and the tests had
shown nothing—precisely nothing. However, I

still felt as if I would be keeping some undertaker’s children in shoes for the next year so
I decided to call in a specialist.

ebbing fast. “Take it easy,” I motioned, “I’m a
The specialist turned out to look more like

dying man.”
Forty minutes later I was laid upon a bed that
no self-respecting Chinaman would have given

even to his mother-in-law. Then the parade
began. Not the kind of a parade where a few
hundred Knight Templars march through the

my Grandfather’s farm-hand than anyone I
have ever seen. He dismissed everyone and,
after the ten longest seconds I’ve ever spent, he
said, “My dear man, you have a case of nerves!
But,” he continued, “if I were you, I’d try to

find an old sock to wrap around my throat.”

streets. Not even the kind of a parade where a

So here I am back at the office. The bills are

few thousand Legionnaires march. This was a

coming in fast, my wife keeps arguing with me

special kind of a parade consisting of doctors,

to throw out the medicine bottles and confidentially, my throat still hurts like hell!

internes, nurses (Blue dresses and white caps,

Monastery Modern
By Clarence Wilkins

Forenote:

The incident related in the following

account took place in the latter part of October,—
hence the unseasonal atmosphere,—and it is for this
belated report that the author desires here to apologize. The excuse which he has to offer is that he is
a full-time student at the U. D. He feels sure that
the readers of the Exponent will forgive him. C. W.

A PLEASANT and sunny Sunday afternoon
in late Autumn—on the college campus

The speaker’s male companion,—whose appearance seems to justify the axiom that clothes

make the man,—lends moral support: “You
said it! Not a new picture in town. Anyway,
who wants to see talkies in the afternoon?”
*

Eg

*

“T don’t,”’ came back the answer of the young
man in the leading couple.

—groups of campus-students strolling lazily,—

“Nor I,” echoed his partner, another chic

listlessly kicking the scattered piles of leaves.

a stylish sporting dress is speaking.

bit of femininity. ‘‘Gracious,” the latter continues and turning around, she exclaims desperately: ‘‘Nothing to do and all afternoon to do
it in!”

“What a drowsy afternoon! Not a thing
doing. The place is dead.”

then in an awed whisper: “I got an idea!”

But look; two couples are wandering towards
us,—and they’re talking; let’s listen. A girl in

“Wait-a-minute,” drawls our first speaker;
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Apparently, the others partake of his awe,
not a little mixed with open signs of astonishment.
“Gee! an idea!”’
“Who'd ’a thunk it?”
‘Spill it; fast.”

“Moreover,” continues our happy genius, “‘it’s
a new idea.”
“C’mon; let us judge,” is the wary rejoinder.
“All right, how’s this? How would you all
like to visit a convent; one where—,” he begins
hastily to add, but his voice is drowned by
groans; faces fall, hit the ground and bounce
up again, but not quite to their original position. Nevertheless, our speaker perseveres:
“one where I can promise you a very enjoyable
afternoon.”
Looks brighten hopefully.
But ever tactful woman offers an objection:
“But those people wouldn’t want us butting in,
would they? We would be intruders.”
“Oh, I don’t think so; you see, I have a
brother out there, and this is the monthly Sunday on which he and the other religious there
may receive visits. Whadd’ya say?”

“We-e-ll, it’s new, all right,” concedes our
Beau Brummel.

“And I promise that you will enjoy it. New
and pleasant, what more do you want?”
“Well, let’s get started,” suggests one of the
two heroines; and the other: “Sure, what are
we waiting for?”’
“Pile in, then,” concludes the leader. “My
can is one block away, and the convent is just
about five miles beyond that.”’

Quickly and quietly (as befits the modern
car) Watervliet Avenue slips behind, houses
become less frequent, and golden corn fields
receive another layer of dust raised by the
speeding car.
“Say, Mr. Chauffeur,’ comes from the back
seat, “this can’t be a convent, as you said, because your brother lives there, and I thought

they called such places, where only a—monks
stayed, a monastery.”
“T never thought of that,” said “Mr. Chauffeur,”’ “‘but it does seem to sound better to call
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it monastery.”
“It sounds gloomy and dark to me,” > chimes
in the girl in the rear. ‘‘Did you ever see pictures
of those in Europe? cold, dark, stone-fortresses
almost.”
“Well,” interrupted the driver, ‘‘monastery or
convent, there it is on the right, on the side of
the hill.”
‘Say, that’s not dark at all,’”’ comes the sur-

prised voice of la femme dans le tonneau.
“Why it’s as bright as—as Alumni Hall!”’
“And here’s the drive-way. Say, look at that
baseball diamond, and those tennis courts,”

pipes up the sporting outfit.
“Here’s the front entrance with quite a few
cars parked; we’re a little late.”
A few seconds later our friends are ringing
the door-bell. On the inner side of the two
glass doors, and forming part of them, they can
see wrought iron bars forming a heavy grill,
but with an artistic iron cross at the top of
each door.
“Looks like a prison,’ 29 whispers our impressionable little friend.
But before anything more can be said, the
door opens and a white-haired monk welcomes
in the group.

“Welcome, welcome. I suppose you want to
spend the afternoon with someone you know
here?”
“Why, yes, Brother, I’d like to see my
brother, ‘A. E.? Do you know who that is?”
The monk beamed; ‘Of course I do; if you
will make yourselves at home in the parlor
here, I'll bring ‘A. E.’ in two minutes.”’

With that the porter leaves them, but let us
remain and listen in as: ‘‘This certainly isn’t
the medieval monastery,” says one back-seat
woman-driver, who has evidently readalittle;
“instead of rushes on the floor we have a car-

pet; instead of candles, electric lights; and—
is that a radio I hear? Sure enough, somebody
has on the ‘Great Plays’ program! And here
are our steam radiators instead of a fire-place.”

“Say,” interrupted her girl friend laughing,
’

“T hate to break up your delightful soliloquy,
but you really didn’t expect to find here all of

that old-fashioned stuff, did you? Rushes on
the floors, candles, fireplaces, and so forth?’’

“Of course not,’ came the equally amused
reply, “but I did expect a little old-fashioned

stuff, but the only thing that looks a little old
is this carpet. And there’s no gloom so far,—
there’s plenty of light.” She looks out of one
of the two large windows exclaiming: ‘“‘What
a beautiful view. I didn’t know we were up so

high.”
The others go to the windows and are
grouped there when a tall, dark-haired and

_ pleasant-faced priest walks into the room. “Say
Jim,” he calls out, “did you come to see me or
those cows out on that hill-side?”’
All face around in surprise, and “‘Jim’’ comes
forward with hand outstretched. “Gee, ’Tony,—
I mean—Father ’Tony, it’s good to see you;
only five miles between us, but I see you very

“Jim, I’m disappointed in you; since when
have you taken up light reading?”

‘I’m not, Father, though your book was
really as easy to read as any novel. Moreover,
it was solid, and you know it. And while I have
the floor, I say: here’s a lucky coincidence.
Here we four collegians have with us the author
of the latest best-seller, and one of us has read
the book. Why couldn’t we interview the
author, clear up some questions in that book—

I have some too, Father—and so we could
really get, for once, the writer’s feelings on his
subject.”’
“Oh, grand!”’
“You do get ideas occasionally, Jim!”

seldom.”

“Motion seconded, and carried.”

“Well, we’re both busy,—that is I know I
am.” The priest grins wisely as he takes the
outstretched hand.

“Please, Father?”’

“Meet the co--eds, Father, and an old chum
from down South.”
“Glad to meet you all.’’ And as he shakes
hands around he is glad to see them for they
are modern,—‘‘healthily modern.”’ As he takes
the hand of the second girl,—the same one who
thought he lived in a tomb,—she speaks timidly

(they all speak timidly—at first!): ‘Father
Anthony Elsener? Are you that Father Anthony

So, there he is—on the spot. An uneasy
laugh, and: ‘I’m resigned; but to what fate I
know not. Well, this is as good a place as any;
so drape your carcasses over some furniture,
and I consign myself into your merciful hands.”

Such comfortable arrangements are easily
made, and my cruel brother opens fire.
“First of all, Father, why did you write such
an unusual book as ‘Monastery Modern’?”’

Elsener who wrote that recent book, ‘Monastery
Modern’?”’

:

He sighs happily. “That, my dear friends,
1

“Yes, I must confess, I’m the culprit. Why?
didn’t you like it?”’
“Oh, really I don’t know, Father. You see I
haven’t read it yet, but Jim told mealittle
about it; he said it was swell.”

>?

But that is enough for this issue, perhaps too
much; but if you don’t think so, come and

find “A. E.” here next month in ‘‘Monastery
Modern.”’
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CAMPUS RADICALS USE STUDENT
COUNCIL PLAN TO COVER DARK PLOT
U. D. NEWS LEADS WAY
TO DICTATORSHIP
Before long, provided that saner reflection

over the holidays has not caused them to see
the folly of their plans, the radical element
which directs the policy of the U. D. News, may
foist upon administration and student body an
organization which is superfluous and uncalledfor, and which, if allowed to exist will seriously hamper general internal progress of the
University of Dayton. That the News has irrevocably committed itself to the formation of a
Student Council is evident from the editorial in
the last pre-Christmas issue. By way of re-

affirming its policy of intransigeance toward
the suppression of pernicious and treasonable
activities as carried on by the Steffen-Coan
faction, the EXPONENT today will review
the issues of the controversy, in order to stress
the necessity for swift, punitive action if ex-

isting campus institutions are to be preserved.
Let it be understood that this magazine is
innocent of seeking the applause of students
disinterested in school affairs, and of currying
favor of the faculty. The EXPONENT, as the
oldest of campus publications, possessing a
cautious conservatism, views this situation as a
stirring “call to the colors.” If these daring

insurgents cannot be deterred by cold reason,
they must bow to sterner measures.
By using the time-worn subterfuge of appealing to the masses of students for endorsement

of the Student Council movement, the News
has branded itself as a yellow, rabble-rousing,
sensational sheet, thinking to play upon popular emotions, to goad its unthinking followers

to the fever-point of enthusiasm, thereby hoping to secure a mandate for bringing about an
internecine warfare between faculty and stu-

dents, and out of the resultant chaotic shambles
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to erect a student-dictatorship. Humiliation and
degradation of the News ring-leaders will inevitably follow when the administration awakes

to the realization that a supposedly healthy
activity has turned into a Frankenstein-monster,
bent solely on destruction. Rather a thousand
times that the germ be recognized in its true
colors and stamped out with a minimum of
embarrassment to its generators, these upstart
Steffens and Coans, who may yet be converted
to adopt avenues of reform, along which there
are some hopes of attaining worth-while goals.
The News, in fomenting machinations for a
U. D. Student Council has betrayed itself as

only

the visible instrument of a carefully

screened Master Mind. In the issue of December
16, the News claims to quote the advice of
“one who has had more experience in such
matters,” urging them to avoid outlining the
scope of their organization on paper, and
instead to “begin by really doing something,
then by increasing its activities, your organiza-

tion will naturally attain such prominence that
it must be recognized.’’-—Behold, the News is

unmasked! It shows itself to be merely acting
as a robot, responding to the whim of an archconspirator, for why does it allow its ‘more
experienced” advisor to remain anonymous?

This mysterious person skulking behind the
figurehead of the News cannot be identified
with the faculty, else the News would be guilty
of the same accusation leveled at the EX-

PONENT. One must conclude that the failure
to name the source of its inspiration emanates
from the fear of the News that such information would be detrimental to its own schemes.
‘Any student of history will readily perceive

the cunning lying behind the decision of the
News to avoid giving out any inkling of its
plans for organization.

There

is

a

grain

of

truth in the assertion that an elaborate paper
outline may hamper success, but that fact is
also a mighty argument in its favor, for a check-

and-balance system is necessary at all times.

The News simply desires power with no restrictions or limitations thereto attached. Here is
the raw material of dictatorship: a preliminary
putsch, then rule by decree! Circumstances
may sometimes warrant such a procedure for
the best interests of society, and for the preservation of law and order. But there are no such

conditions prevalent on the peaceful U. D.
campus. The EXPONENT breathes a fervent
prayer that a kind Providence will intervene to
prevent the threatening calamity.

The theory supporting the idea of a Student
Council, is based on the primary assumption of
student interests being opposed to faculty interests, and that an organization is needed to
effect a compromise satisfactory to both. The

EXPONENT contends that, as far as the U. D.
campus is concerned, any student interests conflicting with those of the faculty are of an
illegitimate, selfish and unsound nature. Both
parties are united on the sole issue of imparting
or acquiring education, and one cannot assume
the province of the other. Now, it is agreed

that a puppet Student Council would be useless.* The other extreme demands a student dic-

tatorship. THERE IS NO MIDDLE GROUND!
Whichever course the News follows, it can

serve no worthy end.

During the Lull...
Think For Your Lives
A badly frightened world has safely weathered another international crisis; the dogs of
war appear to be, once more, leashed and quiet.
For the first time in months, peace advocates
dare to believe that the disputed differences
may be settled without any appreciable bloodshed. They fervently hope that the Peace of
Munich will run counter to the precedents set
by treaties of the past. So, having passed the
crisis and prayed dutifully for the integrity of

the pact signers, the world now sits back and
dismisses the whole matter from its conscience,

as an unpleasant dream. Ostrich-like, we intend to ignore future developments in the hope
that they will go away.

But it is very doubtful if future developments
will permit indifference; in time, very shortly
perhaps, another crisis and the same nerve‘racking cycle will repeat itself. Eventually, as
history has shown, the diplomats of the world
run afoul of a situation too desperate for
rational settlement. Then we slaughter another
forty-two million life-loving soldiers and
civilians, spend another four hundred billions
of dollars that no one has and plunge the
world into a shambles of savage, barbarous
insanity. Since this has happened so ofter before and since everyone, by their own admittance, heartily despises war, there surely must

be some reason for the periodic outburst of the
disease. Forgetting the myth that wars are

fought to save democracy, spread culture, prevent injustice or protect civilization, just why
*See November Exponent, p. 13, col. 2; and U. D.
News, Dec. 2, col 4.

do we fight? Is it to satisfy a dormant urge
for sadistic self-expression or are we, as com-

munists suggest, mere puppets in the hands of
international bankers, munitions makers or
newspapers who may profit from world-wide

chaos? History proves that it is neither—that
the cause lies in man’s own stupidity.
Man is too indifferent to truth; he demands
“sugar-coated”’ philosophy and idealistic principles from his leaders. Forsaking right reason,
he follows blindly when the band plays or the
flag waves and his only excuse for the insanity
of war-hysteria is his vaunted patriotism—

patriotism that need be prodded by the foulest
possible propaganda and the cheapest of
rabble-rousing tricks. He fights and kills and
ravages like a wild beast and then, sickened by

the horror of it all, he repents and signs another treaty—to end all wars. Then it is that
the world learns “‘why” we fought; the whole
filthy mess of international intrigue and planned

profiteering comes out; the empirical dreams
of the inciting factions are exposed. Sensationseeking authors list the names and activities

of the vultures who hovered over the battlefields and grew rich by selling worthless airships, useless arms and rotten supplies to their
governments at a premium.
We learn that the steel industry has made
1500 per cent profit, meat packers, 4000 per
cent, clothing stores, 9800 per cent and the
canning industry, by selling decayed meats and
decomposed fish to the government for the
use of our “boys” in the trenches, 2000 per
cent. We learn that the war could have been
stopped months or years earlier than it was
if secret orders had not been given to avoid
shelling the enemy’s munitions factories or if

the ruling powers had not permitted an interchange of supplies to prevent mutual embarrassment. We hear all this and loudly wail, “That is
why we fought—we were tricked into it!” So

the profiteers are blamed, but they don’t start
the wars, the militarists can’t start them nor
can the rulers. We, you and I, poor, stupid,

indifferent, impulsive, hot-blooded, intolerant
fools are the guily ones—we, representing the
will of the people, are the thoughtless and
brainless idiots who plunge the world into a

raging orgy of barbarism. Prompted by the
profiteers, it is true, and deluded by the propagandists, we attack whatever people are designated as the enemy and destroy in a few short
months what man has sweat blood to build.
And all that we gain is a staggering, sickening
heritage of debt and depression.
Our only hope lies in recognizing truth as it
appears and in acting rationally in the face of

a crisis. The barriers of nationalism must be
broken down and the men of all nations see
each other as we are, with all our mistakes and
weaknesses, still members of the same human
family. If this is possible, AND IT IS, there

will be no need to fear another crisis; disputes
will be settled in councils instead of conflicts
and the need for war will wither away. But we
cannot hope this into fulfillment—we must
think and act now, before it is too late!—E. S.
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Ye Editor Tells All
© By Jake Baker
Nor does he mince words. But, since
truth is oftimes stranger than fiction,
don’t jump too quickly to the conclusion
that Herr Baker has sacrificed accuracy
for effect.

et ELLO! Is Frank there? Frank who? Say,
isn’t this Madison 3565? Oh, pardon me,
I must have the wrong number. There must be

something wrong with this dial system here in
Dayton. I get the wrong number more often
than the right one. It couldn’t be me, so it must
be the system. Yes sir, it’s the system around
here. By golly if I don’t get the number I want
this time, I'll dial the operator and get a few
things off my mind. In fact—.
Is Frank there? Oh, this is Frank. How are
you, you old moth-eaten codger—not that I
care in the least, but it seems conventional to
ask this question. For the life of me, I don’t see
how you rate that swellagant date I saw you

with last night. She was really a trim little
number. Nice shoes she was wearing and her
hat was simply divine. Oh, yeah! As if you
noticed. And say, short stuff, you two were
really swinging it. I didn’t know you had it in
you. Gettin’ to be a dancer in your old age,
aren’t you?
Speaking of swing reminds me of something.
Did you know that the 1939 DAYTONIAN is
going to have a definite swing to it? No, I’m not
kidding and I don’t mean swing like an old gate
either. Instead of swinging your feet or the cut

of your jib like you do out on the dance floor,
you just allow your eyes to flux and reflux as
they glide over the pages of the book. Sounds
sort of poetic or somethin’, doesn’t it? But I
really mean it. The swing will carry throughout
the book, and although you probably won’t
realize its presence, if it weren’t there you’d
feel that something were missing, but probably
you wouldn’t know just what it was.
What’s that? No, it won’t make you dizzy—
that is no dizzier than you are already. You’re
busy! Say listen, big boy, I’ve been so busy

since I started working on the book that I
haven’t even had time to keep up my social
life as I should. Yeah! I know it’s giving him a

staff. It might be arranged so that he would
have more work though. The business manager
should do more work, anyway.
Talking as we are, reminds me that I have
another triangle to keep straight. This one is
more ticklish and strikes a vital part of the
book—the photographic department. Well, I
know Ryan likes the Long (that capitalization
is correct) way to spring, but spring brings
Robins (capitalization and spelling still cor-

rect), and he likes that too. This is the bad part
of it, because Hayes, our other cineman, also
likes spring, particularly, the Robins (still correct). It keeps me busy assuring each one that
the other hasn’t a chance.
No, I don’t spend all my time keeping peace
among the staff, although from what I’ve said,
you can see that this task alone is a major
task. Last week, for instance, I made another
copy of the dummy. The dummy—why that’s
the skeleton of the book. It’s sort of a technical
description of what the finished book is sup-

posed to look like—that is, if you can identify
the pen scratches and engraving jargons after
you make ’em. Yeah! That’s right. It’s sort of a

blue print of the book. Only it’s not blue and
it’s not a print either.

After looking over the dummy for a couple
of months, you kind of visualize just how the
finished book is going to appear if you get the
right kind of pictures. And let me tell you, that
if is the vital point of the book. You can make
or break a yearbook by the kind of pictures
you use, and in order to get the kind of pictures
you really have to slave and I mean slave.
I have memories—not too pleasant either—
of the entire Sunday afternoon Tom Ryan and
I spent in attempting to formulate a schedule
for the taking of group pictures. After trying
unsuccessfully for about two hours and getting

madder every minute, we junked the whole
idea of arraying the time of the pictures so
that everybody would be on the campus when
their picture was to be snapped, and picked the
time and groups out of an old hat.
Then came the taking of the pictures. If it

big chance, but then you know he’s a big fel-

wasn’t one thing, it was the same thing. It

low. Besides he’s a member of the Daytonian

wasn’t fashionable to be on time, so most of
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the groups would be late. Bah! What do we
care about such trifles as schedules. It wasn’t
cricket for everyone to stand still for a second

or two while the picture was being snapped,
so some little angel would move. Result—a
blurred picture. It wasn’t chipper to stay in
the position assigned to you, so why not move—
either out of focus or right behind that fellow
in front of you and be blocked out of the pic-

ture. It wasn’t plain that only individuals belonging to the group should appear in the
group picture, so why not bring the girl friend
along. The more the merrier! What’s that fellow mean “Don’t look at the camera!” thought
several of our notoriously ‘‘bashful’’ freshman
girls. I won’t look directly at the old thing, but
I’ll chance a sly glance out of the corner of my
eye. Just wait until they see their pictures in

“What silly freshman wrote this?” I was too
ashamed to stick up for my rights, and so my

literary effort went into the waste basket.
Don’t think I’ve let all my hair down to you.

For instance, another big anxiety of the editor
is getting the seniors to have their pictures
taken before a certain date. Then after you get
all of them to do this, the next big job is to see

to it that all the proofs are returned in time.
You see, we have an engraving deadline to
meet, and every second counts.
Hey, now don’t get the wrong idea. This job
really has its brighter sides. For instance, when
the engraving salesmen were coming in droves,

each visit meant a dinner at their expense. Then
there’s another kind of pleasure which one

the book. All I say is—just wait.

gets as he sees the book, slowly but surely taking form under his guidance. Of course, one
fellow couldn’t do all the work, and one fellow

Frank, do you hear that clicking noise. It
sounds very much as if someone is jingling

wouldn’t have all the ideas which are necessary
to make the book complete. That’s why we have

their receiver up and down on the hook. That’s
a dirty trick and a mean way of telling us that
we’re talking too long. Let the old buzzards
wait. It’s getting so now of late that you can’t
do anything without somebody sticking their
snoot in and bossing the job. That’s better.
Maybe they heard me and took the hint. No,
you’re right. We’ve snapped a lot of pictures.
In fact we’re just about finished taking pictures
for this year. However, this doesn’t mean we’re
through with them by a long shot. After taking
the picture you must get it developed. Then
follow in rapid order the trimming, pasting
on mounting board and the final step of whip-

ping them off to the engraver.
Oh, I admit it sounds easy. But did you ever
try to figure out the proportion of photographs
—you know, how big a photo should be so
that it will reduce to the size provided in the
layout? You haven’t? Big boy, you’ve missed
something. All you need to do this, is two slide

a staff. It’s the combined efforts of all members
of the staff that make for the success of the
book. And say kiddo, we really have a competent staff this year.

You said it: Look at the list. Walter Steffen,
Jim Schwering, Jim Martin and Ty Winter are
the managing and associate editors, each in
charge of a section of the book. These boys
really know their stuff too. Then we have Don
Juan, I mean Don Coan, as layout editor. He

works on every part of the book just as does
Tom Ryan who is in charge of the photography.
No, that fellow who goes around the campus
snapping pictures is not Ryan. That’s Charlie
Hayes. He and Ryan work together (in more

things than just photography).

Then we have rotund Paul Hartman as busi-

rules, a proportion scale, a ream of paper and a

ness manager. He has a staff working with him
gathering advertising. You say you saw him in
the library? Well, Paul has a lot of research
work to do in connection with his job. (Oh

dozen pencils. And then a guess at the right
proportion is often more accurate than the
mathematical calculation.

cold. Eileen Fiel is women’s editor, and she

I tell you, dimwit, I never knew what a job

the title of DAYTONIAN editor carried with
it. I had an idea that all the editor did was
write those pretty rhyming couplets under the
pictures in the campus view section. Well, I
wasn’t far wrong at that. The other day I

carefully composed one and showed it to Jim
Martin, who’s editing this section of the book.
Martin picked it up, read it and exclaimed

yeah!)
No, we haven’t left the women out in the
sees to it that they get their just share of the
glory, God bless ’em. Then we have a woman

artist in the person of Margaret Mess. She’s
doing the art work. That is all except the lettering. Bill Paul did a fine job at this tedious task.
Golly, I almost forgot the sports editor, Henry
Enders. Hank’s all right.
You’re telling me. You can’t go wrong with
a staff like this. I forgot who said “it’s not what
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you do, but it’s how wisely you select your
associates that determines the success of your
undertaking,” but boy, he really hit the nail

on the head when he sputtered forth that line.
Like last year’s book? No sir! The DAYTONIAN is going o be entirely different this
year. For one thing we’ve added a new section
—the beauty section. Here’s a tip. Mark my
words, this section is going to be the high spot
of the book. Who are the beauties? Well, I
wouldn’t be fer knowin’. But I tell you one

thing. They were selected by McClelland Barclay, the noted New York artist whose specialty
is drawing pretty girls.

over the streamlined pages. No sir! I’m not
going to tell you a thing more about the book.

I don’t want to spoil it for you when it comes
out in May. But here’s one more tip. It’ll not
be necessary to “swing and sway with
Sammy Kaye” any more—just open the 1939

DAYTONIAN.
Gee whiz! We’ve been talking for a long
time haven’t we? Tempis has fleas or something like that. But golly! I almost forgot the

real reason I called you. It is my great privilege
to inform you of your appointment as editor of
the 1940 yearbook. Hello! Hello! (That’s

Don’t think this is the only change. The

funny. He hasn’t hung up but everything is

cover will be something new and different in

quiet except for that dull thud I heard a second
ago.) Oh! Hello Mrs. Bluch. What’s that? You
say Frank fainted. Don’t worry, a little water
will bring him to. And say Mrs. Bluch, when
he revives don’t mention anything about a
yearbook to him,will you? Thank you. Goodbye.

the way of book jackets. The first few pages
present a novel introduction and then you start
swinging—remember I said before the book
had a swing to it. Well, you start swinging from
section to section as you let your eyes glide

THE NEW YEAR
I am no gloomy pessimist,

Of songs and laughter I approve;
And I believe that men exist

For only happiness and love.
But do not wish me joy this year,
For many a friend has wished the same;
God knows their wishes were sincere,
But their fulfilment never came.

A glad New Year is what you wish
For me—the wish is kind and good.
But know you not that I am flesh?
And know you not that I am blood?

To love, to suffer and to pray—
That is to live! I wish for nought
Except to live, yes, live each day, ._

A thing of feeling and of thought.
So wish me not a glad New Year,
For I am living flesh and blood;
And in my breast a heart I bear

That can be lured away from God.
But if the price that I must give
For life were pain, I’ll pay it yet.

Though I should weep, yet will I live—
*Tis more to bear than to forget.
New Year! thou hatest, but I love;
Thou threat’nest me, but I will trust;

Thou’d fling me down, I’ll soar above:
My heart is young, though it is—dust.

—AMBROSE NAKAO.
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Level-Headed Americans
@ By George Humm
Taking a retrospective glance at history
this writer warns Americans of dangers
that may lie ahead.

T vane our eyes on Europe we see that

History hasn’t failed us. It has repeated
itself in more ways than one, if we are to take

the ruthless persecution of Catholics and Jews
as our criterion. Once again the evil forces of
hate, greed and lust are at a feverish pitch to
destroy all that is Christian.

In Austria, after the Nazi troops had walked

into the land of the Hapsburgs, a systematic
purge was begun by these self styled “saviours”’
when they began making the rounds of the
religious buildings, commanding the payment
of “insurance” from between 20,000 to 200,000

marks which was to be paid within twentyfour hours. Following their failure to meet

these “premium rates” Nazi underlings took
over the running of these Catholic institutions,
leaving the religious with nothing but starvation facing them. Their plan was simple, so

simple in fact that it is hard for us to believe
even now, months after it was placed into

action. No, it is nothing like the open murderous slaughters in Spain, Mexico and Russia.
This was something as diabolical as anything
Stalin could ever dream of. It shows the Satanic
genius, if it can be called that, of the madman
—Hitler.

No, the nuns weren’t being sent away from
their schools. According to “reliable Nazi”
sources no nun had to leave her convent. But
instead officials marched into the buildings and

It is rather a difficult and oftentimes helpless
task for our priests and Catholic press to attempt convincing those of our faith of the

horrors and brutality which follows in the
wake of Nazism, Communism and Fascism
throughout Europe. There is little for us to
see, little to grasp, except that which is doled
out by a censorship-ridden government press.
There is only the black print appearing somewhat fantastic to “democratic” Americans. Mil.
lions of self satisfied, self centered, and self

complacent so-called “democratic” Americans
think that three thousand miles of water is

sufficient protection to keep ourselves free
from European messes; that our past experiences will be the slogan to keep our greedyfingered, crooked and murderous politicians out

of and free of those unbelievable events that
are the commonplace in Europe.

We Americans are famous for our levelheadedness when a crisis approaches. Such
“myths” are exploded by turning to the records,
the records of 130 years of history repeating
itself. Suppose we turn to those records and
briefly turn the pages back to the year 1812

where we find that level-headedness combined

with our “leaders” failed to keep us free from
a war with England which could have been
avoided by a conference between the two
nations. In the years that followed those same

“leaders” couldn’t resist the profits which were

to be made by robbing the Indians and so followed long years of Indian warfare. The Mexican

War was another fine example of American

level-headedness, of American democracy and

of American honesty!

declared the schools to be closed because of
failure to meet with the “insurance” demands

—American gangster methods in high geared
action. Then their Brown Shirt puppets were

put in as instructors and the building filled with

students. At the same time the nuns were expected to continue the paying of their “insgurance’—an improvement over the American
style of “rubbing out” the non-payers—while
the means of livelihood were being taken away
from them and left them destitute after one
month.

The Civil War showed us what the word
brother meant. It brought out an old instrument
used by our European friends, polished it up
and used it as the wedge to separate North and

South—that knife was the racial question.

Again history had repeated itself. In the Spanish American War “Remember the Maine” reminded those same level-headed Americans to

beat the war drums and grab what they could

while the grabbing was good. The biggest
laugh came about through that slogan “Make
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the world safe for democracy.” And once again

history

came

to

our

rescue—level-headed

Americans of 1917 weren’t any different than
their brothers of 1812!
Through all this stupidity there isn’t an instance where we havea right to pat ourselves
on the back for upholding American ideals.
Now we Catholics are doing exactly the same
thing our ancient “level-headed” American
forefathers have been doing for 130 years.
The idea that this country is a democracy,
independent, having freedom of speech?
(Father Coughlin) press? (the Spanish War)
and religion is lolling Catholics into a false
security that will receive a rude jolt when we
find ourselves in the same position Europe is
now finding itself. The more our priests talk
*he more indifferent we become. Why should
we worry over something 3000 miles away?

That’s the Pope’s job—let him argue with
Hitler and Mussolini. Is it any wonder that
history has the habit of repeating itself?

the depriving them of their homes a worse
crime than murder? Are the Jews better than
Catholics? My intention is not to take issue
with helping the Jews but merely a deep rooted
curiosity to know why they receive the sympathy of the world and Catholic atrocities are relegated to the background of international affairs.
I think the answer is to be found in the size of
the Jewish propaganda machine, which comes
to life in a most amazing manner whenever a
Jew is mistreated by his citizen Christians.
This is all to his credit and is the answer to

why Catholics receive such meager information
about members of their faith. The Catholic
wouldn’t be going astray if he took a page out

of the Jewish book and followed his example
in bringing the sufferings of his race to the
attention of the world.
It is unthinkable, of course, to those same
level-headed Americans that such a thing as a
persecution of Catholics could happen here. But
it is only a matter of minutes to look back upon
the pages of history and discover that it has
happened here and can happen again.

During recent months we have had numer-

ous meetings to protest the inhuman treatment
which the Jews have received at the hands of
the Nazi government. This interest in the Jews
is rather curious. In Spain where more than
14,000 priests and nuns have been slain and in
Mexico where thousands of men, women, and
children have been put to death little has been
said or done by our press and government to
cause us any sleepless nights. The contrast in
broadcasting reports of Jewish persecution in

The attack on Cardinal Innitizer should be
an inkling of what we are in for within a few
years. No mattter how Catholic a country may

be it is only a question of days when that supposedly deep rooted Catholicism can be changed

by clever propaganda. With Catholics already
disagreeing among themselves it will take very
little action on the part of anti-Catholic groups
to force an open schism and leave the way open
to the enemies of the church.

Germany has justified our askng why? Why
this interest in the Jews? Why should they
receive more pity than murdered Catholics? Is

History
Europe.

repeats—in

BARDS IN TRUTH
Must the ass’s grating bray e’er ring,

While the larks their dulcet lay refuse?
Ah, come ye bards in truth, and sing.
And then we’ll hear my unheard Muse.
Aye, ‘bards in truth,’ ’tis you, not I.
My Muse I named—alas!—unheard,
My numbers stiff, and strained, and dry.
For She your tongue and harp preferred.

Look up and see: the world travails.
And seeks in pain a brightening song.

My best an ans’ring groan avails;
Your worst can save the madding throng.

—CLARENCE WILKINS.
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America

as

well as

I’m A Rat
@ By Donald Coan

Don’t miss this article, especially if you
live on the campus. You will find yourself mirrored in the article, at least to a
certain extent.

N O doubt there are many people on this
campus and one in particular that would
be only too willing to take the title of this
story literally. And far be it from me to argue
with them, but I didn’t have a biography in
mind when I started this article.
I class myself with that myriad host of browbeaten, underfed, and underprivileged mob
known as Boarders. (To the Administration:
This is not intended to be a dirty crack.) I
describe the Boarding Rats as such merely to
evoke the sympathy of all those nature-loving
people who pity wild animals, because I’m inclined to think that we sometimes fall into the

category of wild animals.
Not that we make the wall of St. Joe or
Alumni Hall bulge wiith bestial combat or
jungle battles, but sometimes we do digress

from the comparatively tame paths of civilization. And perhaps it is for the better. Witness
the superior physical prowess of the Pansy
Bowl team representing the perpetual inhabitants of the campus, the boarders.
Almost without exception we are identified
with that conference to end all conferences,
the bull session. It is the belief of eminent
psychologists that we are too often identified
with this form of amusement. It has gone so far

that an introverted character is perceivable in
many of us.
In contrast to the bull session, we claim as
our second best amusement sitting at our desks
‘and gazing absently at the dark-eyed beauty

(in my own case, in others it differs) whose
picture forms a prominent part of our interior
decorating scheme. A famous woman columnist, Miss Kaye Herold, linked us with the
term “postage stamp date.” This likewise fails

if we read the newspapers and besides it’s
cheaper. You might also say that we are paving
the road for smooth sailing on future trips
homeward.

We are often criticized for keeping a girl in
every port, much in the manner of the wellknown sailor. Well, now I ask you, is it fair

that the flower of young American manhood
should waste its beauty on the dormitory mirror?
Certainly not. After all someone has to go out
with the coeds, and it might as well be we,
because inheritently we are patient and longsuffering. And you must admit that these two
virtues are prime requisites for the successful
suitor of any of the local quail.
I’m afraid that statement won’t go over so
big, especially with the coeds, but they probably know it by now, so it won’t be such a
terrible shock. I’m still a great believer in the
adage, “Out of sight out of mind.” It definitely
takes precedence over ‘‘Absence makes the
heart grow fonder.’ And I have reason to say
this. Many a poor neighbor of mine in the hall
has returned from a vacation only to burst in a
flood of tears that resembles the dripping from
our faucets every night, because his favorite
O.A.O. has fled to the attentions of another
man, while he was away here at school.
Then on the other hand if he has a coed for
his Heart-Throb No. 1 he is liable to return to
school after a short absence and find that a
guy with a 30-cylinder Cadillac has stepped
into the parlor ahead of him. So we firmly

entrench ourselves and provide for any emergencies. A girl here and a girl there. We have
a good time when we go home, and we have a
good time when we come back. Very simple,
you see, and we can’t possibly lose. If one or
the other discover your treachery there is always another to step in and take their place.
The coeds who won’t go out with you are a
minority. On the other hand the coeds with
whom you won’t go out are in the majority. At
times that resembles a perplexing problem, but

to hold water. We write to the home stuff

we solve that by turning to the corn-fed stuff
from the hills of old Wyoming or thereabouts.

mainly because we know we’ll learn more than

(Some prefer North Dayton.)
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Continuing along the same line of thought

boarders are inclined to make the best-pipeand-slippers men later on in the span of life.
In the first place they are used to loafing as
any good husband should after dinner. In the

second place they have had experience with
room-mates, and that brings me to a major

point in the discussion.
Now I’m not condemning room-mates, because I have one myself. And without antagonizing Larry Dougherty perhaps we could make
public our private life in 103 just as an illustration. It is a perfect example of the theory
that marriage is a 50-50 proposition. We are
continually forced to compromise on a number
of things. For instance we both want to shave
at the same time, we both want a different
radio program on the same radio, he likes to
sleep in the afternoon and I like to type in the
afternoon. You can easily see that unless we
adjusted our demands to each other we would
have a continual madhouse. Most of the time
we do.

But it isn’t only the many ticklish situations
that arise that confront us. By nature or else
by force of circumstance Larry is moon-struck.
The picture that rests on the radio gives rise
to a one hour monologue every night just when
I’m trying to get to sleep, and don’t think that
isn’t annoying. Sometimes I think if I hear the

name “Eleanor” again, I’ll jump right out of
bed and butt my head against the wall. I
usually refrain from that however, because if
I carried through my thoughts I would probably wake up in the next room and then I would
have to spend an hour visiting the boys next
door, because one can’t be rude to neighbors,
even when you drop in unexpectedly through

the wall. That would lead to a further loss
of sleep, so while Larry croons and moons, I just

have to bury my head in the pillow and take
another dozen aspirins.
In the matter of clothes it seems that your
best tie always goes better with either your

private detectives to get back enough clothes
so you can go home in something other than
the clothes you were born in.

Boarders as a rule learn to be economical.
I say as a rule. If my parents read this they
will probably consider me the exception to that
rule. If you have a half of a can of shoe polish
and your roomie has a full can, then by all

means use his can. You see it’s really glorified
Communism. Everything you have belongs to
someone else and vice versa. Mostly vice versa.
Another big point in the boarder’s life is
that he learns how to take it. Not many people
can enjoy a good night’s sleep with a bucket of
cold water as a bedfellow, but I doubt if there
are many boarders who can’t do it with both
hands tied behind them. Then too you never
know whena conspiracy of friends (???) will
attempt to make miserable the first shower
you’ve taken in three months by turning out the
lights, throwing cold water on you, or locking

you out of your own room.
Most of us expect disaster in the form of a
tampered bed at least once a month. It is always
great fun to climb into bed at night dead tired,
and then have the bed collapse from under you,
and you spend half the night sweating and
swearing while you put a hundred springs
together again. The other alternative is to

sleep on the floor, and that isn’t particularly
comfortable, althugh there really isn’t much

difference between the bed and the floor. (To
the Administration: I’m only kidding. Ha, Ha,
Ha. Oh, you don’t think it’s funny.)

Well, I guess I have accomplished my purpose, if I had any in the first place. Now Bro.
Tom won’t ask me when I’m going to write
something for at least two weeks, and besides
I hope that you realize that if the boarders act

irrational at times, you cannot blame them
directly. They are the result of an environment
that should turn out raving maniacs and not
just batty boarders. We get funny ideas and

room-mate’s or with the fellow down the hall’s

when we get them we usually stick by them as

best suit than any they possess. In June this

many people no doubt know. Blame it on the

means taking inventory and then employing

life we live which isn’t always the life we love.
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POTPOURRI
DOODLE-DADS
Doodle-dads or doodle-picture drawing is
unconsciously practiced by almost everyone.
Lately, a theory has been founded, stating that
expressions of the subconscious mind are reflected in these harmless little pictures that
we absentmindedly draw. According to the
scientists working on the theory, the develop-

ment of the inner-man or subconscious mind is
revealed by the form and construction of particular doodle-dads. Since most people always

numbers, usually mean unity of thought.
often, when the conscious mind is trying
to solve a problem, and the subconscious
or inner self is trying to convey the true

Very
hard
mind
solu-

tion, it will be expressed by the doodle-dads
that are drawn at that time.
Naturally, we are inclined to ridicule a theory
seemingly so vague, but the future promises
many interesting experiments in this field.

Telephone booths, student note-books and professors’ desk-pads especially, present interest-

conform to one type of doodle-dad, it is com-

ing places for study by those who have made

paratively easy to obtain a basis for this theory.

some progress in doodle-dad reading.

In their observations, several scientists have
found that hereditary traits of nature such as
abilities in art, or manual labor are reflected
in even a child’s scribbling. They have also

applied the theory to crime detection, and to
medicine. Criminals actually have been caught
by comparing doodle-dads that were found in

public phone booths. Dr. Alexis Carrell in his
book, ‘‘Man the Unknown,” has made reference

to the subconscious mind, as being prognostic
of a future field in medicine, dealing with such

studies. Il]Jness has even been predicted by
observing definite changes in the doodle-dads

that the individual ordinarily draws.
Considering the different types of doodledads and their meanings, we find, generally,

that as the doodle-dad becomes more complex
and joined, accordingly, the subconscious mind
is becoming more fully developed. As the

drawings progress from aimless seribbling to
even and definite patterns, the mind is progressing in scope and concentration. Usually,
the first definite doodle-dad that a child makes
is a square. As the development of the child

becomes more complete, the squares tend to
become joined and linked. Next, the child will

If we do not ridicule the idea we are, at least,
inclined to regard it as a matter of amusement.

It seemingly falls into a category along with
astrology, psychism, and palmistry. However,
it is interesting to watch what friends around
us invariably draw. For instance, one of my
friends, who is an athlete of some ability, always draws footballs and goal-posts. Another
acquaintaince, who is known to be a gambler
of some accomplishments, unconsciously draws
dice of varying size and splendor. Another,

spends much time beautifully inscribing his
name in Spencerian script on scrolls drawn in
perspective.
Thus, an endless number of pictures and
diagrams vary from a boys’ drawings of automobiles, ships, guns, and plain geometric fig-

ures to a girl’s portrayals of the Gibson girl,
dresses, and hats. All are amusing and inter-

esting; yet, who knows, perhaps some day these
harmless little doodle-dads may prove to be
something truly enlightening to man.

—JAMES HARRIS

PRAYER OF A REBEL

begin to draw triangles which he will later
connect into patterns. Finally, the circle and
varying patterns of all three types are found
among adults. The special lines that make up

A new year—a new gift—to fashion into my
life. I need Your help—and so this is my
prayer:

a particular doodle-dad also have meanings.
For instance, straight lines, when found in large

Give me, God, the courage of my convictions
and give me my independence of will. Let me
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not go as the crowd goes—let me have the wisdom and the strength to stand apart. Let me

keep my self-respect and I will earn the respect
of others.

Give me, God, all humility and pride. Let me
be humble in view of my own ignorance and
inabilities; let me be proud of my ideals and of

my strivings to gain them. Let me bow my head
before You, and others so much wiser than
myself, and yet let me flaunt my pride as a
banner, not to be lowered in despair or in disgrace. Give me the pride to trust in myself and
the humility to admit when I am wrong.
Give me, God, the advice and counsel of other
men, to use not as one blind being guided, but
as one who honestly analyzes and evaluates its

” THERE'S OUR FRIEND, THE MUSIC
CRITIC--WE’RE SITTING WITH HIM,

worth. Then give me the right to choose, the
right to follow or disregard all advice, and the
strength to finish the way chosen.
Give me, God, a sense of humor, not to use
at the expense of other men but with which
to recognize my own absurdities and contradictions.

Give me, God, solitude in which to work and
think; give me the company of fearless men in
which to live.
Give me, God, the submission of a follower
to right and the rebellion of a leader at wrong.

And last of all, give me in this new year, a
knowledge and love of Yourself that I may give
You my obedience and service in return.

—MARIJANE SPITLER.

YOU CAN WRITE HOME
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THAT YOU SAT IN THE
FAMOUS ‘DIAMOND
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AND WHAT

A GRAND
EXPERIENCE
IT IS! 4

PRINCE ALBERT SMOKES
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WITH RIPE, RICH TASTE.
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Copyright, 1988, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co,

P. A. MONEY-BACK OFFER. Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince Albert. If you don’t find it the mellowest,
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R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N.C,
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Book Reviews
THE SPANISH REHEARSAL
By Arnold Lunn
Sheed and Ward.

The “Spanish Rehearsal” was planned in the
shadow of the battered walls of the Alcazar

and written in the peaceful study of Arnold
Lunn’s home in England. Mr. Lunn passed
through the foothills of the Pyrenees, slipped
across the frontier into Nationalist Spain, and
drove through the town of Irun to Burgos, the
seat of the Nationalist Government. He slept

in a bed vacated by the proprietors of the only
hotel and so began his tour of Nationalist
Spain. After three nights and a day in Burgos,
Mr. Lunn sped by train to Salamanca; then by
motor bus to Avila.
It was at Avila that he first met Captain
Aguilera, a retired officer with a sound,
whirling weathercock of a brain, a man born
with a lucky star. The Captain acted as Lunn’s
guide for the greatest part of his journey. He
served well in giving us a true picture of the

him on his views. Mr. Lunn is known to the
English-speaking world as a formidable controversialist.

The “Spanish Rehearsal” was written “not
only for those who love Spain but also for
those who love England.” Written in the first
person, the book is not lacking in dashes of the
author’s personality. It is lucid, compact, accurate in impressions, rich in striking epithets,

informal as his periodical writing, and swift.
If these are not the cardinal prose virtues,
what are?

Mr. Lunn is not constantly theoretical, but
develops colored snap-shots of the Spanish hills
that “breed philosophers,” and uses his English Literature to brighten what would otherwise be burdensome, soporific reading. He
knows Wordsworth, Shelley, and Byron and

uses them.
If you look upon the Spanish Civil War as
just another European backyard scramble, or
if you go so far as to look upon it as an uncontrolled slaughter of men, women, and children,

Spaniard’s philosophy of life.

you will adjust your viewpoint and many of

At the epic-creating town of Alcazar, Mr.
Lunn still found radiations of the throbbing,

your

white-hot spirit of ‘do or die” that gripped the

opinions

after reading

Arnold Lunn’s

“Spanish Rehearsal.”
—ROBERT ROUNDS.

inhabitants of the garrison until relief came.

After his visit to the renowned fortress, the
author passed through Seville, Granada and
Malaga, then reluctantly left for England.
Arnold Lunn continues the “Spanish Rehearsal” with a detailed examination of the
charges against the Church in Spain, and a
description of communist principles and tactics

there. I think that everything the author says
can be taken as true. He was in Germany just
after the War when Cummunists were fighting for control; he was in Italy and noted
the effects of communism; and studied their

methods in the United States and Canada. He
is willing to debate with anyone who challenges

ONE MAN CARAVAN
By Robert E. Fulton
Harcourt

Robert E. Fulton’s “One Man Caravan”
might be called a “two cylinder Odyssey” for
the author not only followed the lure of far

places, but he did it differently, on a motorcycle. His itinery began on a country road in

England, continued across France, the Balkans,
into Turkey, into the Himalayas or Kashmir,
through the teeming North West Frontier

Province, to Calcutta, thence to China, where
for two thousand mostly muddy miles he toured
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through the interior. It was then Japan and

The book throughout is both humorous and

home. It was a fascinating trail, replete with
adventures and full of experiences, constant

well written. He shows his knowledge of many

change and limitless variety.
Most

travel

books

are

dull

affairs,

not

capable of holding the reader’s interest. This
book makes one feel that one is really accompanying the author into the solitude of the
mountains, the emptiness of the desert. One can
almost catch a glimpse of the delicacy of the

minarets, the magic city of Udaispur, the mystery of Indo-China. It is written in an intimate
easy style and touched with a wit and human
interest that cannot fail to hold you. Answer to
man’s eternal question as to what lies beyond
the horizon, this book should find a place in
your “‘must-read”’ list.

—KAYE HEROLD.

lands and many peoples and it is a display of
his most delightful writing. Being American,
the essays that most appealed to me were the
four on America: “American and English
Humor” in which he tells the effort of both
peoples to understand the wit of the other;
“Vision of America” in which he tells how his
self-importance was slighted when he reached

America; “What Struck Me Most in America,”
the nicest of all because he pays a tribute to
the equality and the friendliness of the Ameri-

can people; and a “Defense of the American
Man” in which he writes about how the American man is the underdog and under the thumb
of the woman.
The other essays are on a wide variety of

subjects from

“Mr.

William Fletcher’ the

valet to Byron who caught Trelawny looking

at the crippled foot of Byron after he was dead

SMALL TALK

to “Christmas Trees,” ‘‘Men’s Clothes,” ‘“Coin-

cidences,” “On Being Polite,’ “On Learning
By Harold Nicolson

Languages,” and many others which all afford

an equal amount of amusement and instruction

Harcourt

Harold Nicolson, traveller, historian and
diplomat, has added a new book to his list. He
formerly dealt with biographies but this time
‘Small Talk” is a book of essays.

to the reader.
_—AGNES DREW.
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